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received In return? Some among them had been
arrested for no rhyme or reason. On the other hand,
there had been two, possibly three, murders in the
town within a few weeks and no arrests made. One
of the victims had been his own brother, but he would
say nothing about that here. He could deal with
that little matter himself. They all knew that the
town was in a bad way, everyone at loggerheads, the
Cathedral people old and doddery, police obsolete,
townsmen squabbling, that no one knew who would
be murdered next, and of course all the disorder was
charged on Seatown. What had Seatown to do with
it? Exactly nothing. Seatown sat quietly, obedi-
ently waiting while its most respectable citizens, like
the landlord of the public-house in front of which he
was standing, were ruthlessly seized and carried off.
Well, they had been patient long enough. It was
time that they made a protest, and to-night they would
show that in one town at least in England men and
women refused to be enslaved, beaten, imprisoned,
starved without a struggle.

They were law-abiding, decent people. All they
wished was to state their case, and that they now
would do on the steps of the Town Hall, at the door
of the Cathedral itself if need be.

They would dig out old Stephen Furze's ghost
and get it to show some of the swells in Polchester
where they got off. Anyway, they were tired of all
the nonsense of the last months. They would show
the people of Polchester that Seatown meant some-
thing and that in future the wishes and needs and
sufferings of Seatown people must be attended to....

No one apparently knew it at the time, but it